The ifloft Lamentable Tragedie 

Butl hauc done a choufauddreadfull tilings, 

A* willingly as one would kill a fl ie, 

And notlnnggrieucs me hartelic indeede. 

But that I cannot doe ten choutand more. 

Lucius * Bring downe theDiuell for he rnuft not die, 

So fwcet a death as hanging prefently 4 

Aron, Ifchcrebe Diucls wouldl wcrcaDiuel, 
Tohucandburnein euerlalbng fire , 

So I might haueyo ur companie in hell. 

But to torment you with my bitter tongue* 

Luci. Sirs flop his mouth and let him (peakc no mote. 

Enter Emillius , 

Goth. My Lord there is a mcffengcrfromRomc, 
Defiers to be admitted to your practice. 

Lucius. Let him come nere. 

Welcome Emtlhus, whit's the newes from Rome? 

Emil. Lord Lucius, and you Princes of t he Gothes„ 
The Romame Emperour greets you all by me. 

And for he vnderftandsyou arc in Aimes, 

He craues a Parley at your fathers houle. 

Willing you to demaund your hoftages , 

And they (hall be immediatly dehuered. 

Goth. What faies our Generali. 

L act, Emilltus, Jet the Emperour giue his pledges, 
Vnto my Father andiny Vnkle Marcus, 

And we will come, march away 

Enter 'Tumor a and her tree formes di\guifed. 

Tamora. Thus in this ftrange and fad habilhamcnt s 
I will encounter with t Androntcus y 
Andfay i am reuenge font from belowe, 

To ioynewith him and right his hainous wrongs, ^ 


ofTitusAnd ron tens. 

Knocke at his ftudic where they fay he keepes, 
To ruminate firange plotsofdietcrcuetigc. 
Tell him reuenge is come to ioyne witli him, 
And workc confufion on his enemies . 


7 * hey kftockt and T it ns opens his jludie droyr, 

Titus. Who dothmolefi: my contemplation? 

Is it your tricke to make me ope the dore. 

That fo my faddecrees may flic away. 

And all my ftudie be to no efteft. 

You are dcceiude, fbrwhatlmeane to doe, 

Sec here in bloodie lines I hauefet downe. 

And what is written (hall be executed. 

Tamora, Titus, l am come to talke with thee. 

Titus . No no t a word,how can I grace my talke. 
Wanting a hand to giue that accord. 

Thou haft the odds of me therefore no more. (me. 

Tamora. Ifchou didft know me thou wouldft talk with 
Titus. I am not mad, lknowthee well enough, 

Witnes this wretched Hump, witnes thefe erimfon lines, 

witnes tliefc trenches made by greefe and care, 

witnes the tiring day and hcauic night, 

witnes all forrovv that I know thee well 

For our proud EmprelTe, mighty tamora: 

Is not thy comraing for my other hand. 

Tamora, Know thou lad man, I am not t awera 3 
Sheeis thy enemic,andl t hy friend , 

I am Reuenire fent (fom thfoife; nail Kinirdome. 
to calc the gnawing vunurc of thy minde, 

By working wreakiull vengeance on thy foes: 

Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Confcrre with me ofin urdcr and of death, 

Ther 1 snot a hollow Cau: or lurking place, 
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